THE HAGUE PEACE CONFERENCE
not be endangered, and carelessness and responsibility might
be brought home to the offender.
The Great War was to play havoc with these good inten-
tions and show how vain is any attempt to apply the laws of
humanity or common sense to war, which is necessarily cruel
and insane.
When I told Prince Bulow of my meeting with these two
men from the Hague, he expressed something like sympathy,
not only with the moribund President of the ill-fated first
peace conference, but also with the man from Luxembourg,
who was cherishing such fine dreams for the second. Billow
seemed disinclined to embark on new paths. Si vis pacem^
para bellum—this was in those days the beginning and end of all
statesmanship. And so the clash of the united madhouses of
Central Europe with those of the West was being prepared.
On both sides ministers would have regarded themselves as
unfaithful to their duty had they tried to be anything more than
asylum warders putting their sick-minded nations into strait-
jackets bristling with weapons, in order to drown them, not
in Muscatel but in human blood.
When the tension with England appeared to have reached
its height, King Edward VII, whom the Germans chose to
regard as the enemy planning to encircle them, was the
subject of much discussion. Since he had succeeded to the
throne the King no longer came to Baden-Baden. In recent
years he had formed a preference for Homburg. Yet as Prince
of Wales he had left behind him pleasant memories. Before
long I was able to see for myself how friendly the former
prince was in his relations with the country and its inhabitants.
As I have said, it was the custom, especially in bad weather, to
promenade under the colonnades of the Kurpark. In those
brilliant days—brilliant for Germany, for the health resort on
the Oos and for the shopkeepers under the colonnades—
goods both sumptuous and costly were here offered for sale.
The quaint figure of old Katzau, a fidgety little Hungarian
Jew, watched many people pass by who were weaving history
at the loom of Time. No, they did not pass him by, but for
many years entered his shop, which was next to that of the
great Frankfurt jeweller, Koch. There one could buy the
products of the Vienna luxury industry, or any of the lovely
things that are produced in England and France. Who

